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Eheridan's attempt to make n buwinesa
stinn of hin pon Bibbs by starting him In
the maching shop ends ln ITibbe golng Lo
A sanitarium, & nsarvous wreck, On his re-
turn IHbba Ands himself an inoonslder-
able and unconsldered figure tn thy “New
Houwsa™ of Bheriduns. The Vert on,
dd-town family next door and Imp T
inhed, call on the Bherldans, newly.rich,
and Mary afterward puta into worda her
paronts’ unepokepn wish  that she marrey
ma of the Sheridan boys, Mary frunkly

teauragen Jim Shesldan's attentions, Jim
tolls Mary Bils Is not & lunstic—-"Just
juger.” He propoacs (o Mary, who half
netopin him, Sheridan telis Bibha  he
muast Ko Duck to the machine shop as
BOOND DS s strong snouh, In spite of
Hibbe' ploa to ba allowed to write, K

Wibbe' nisior, and 8iby), Rascoe Bhorldan's
wife, quarrel pver Bohby Lamhorn, Hibyl

goes to Mary Tor b
from marerying Fo
her In the room alon
to hia father the
lenth, All the rest «
in thelr grief, THbhls bunrl.-u [
magter of the | At the l'u
mirals Mary and t!.im homs  w

lp to keop Lamhorn
h, and Mary
Bibbe has to

BHibh, rarpasely Interrupts a tete-n-tete
¢twean Edith and Lamhorn, He tells
Sdith that he overheard Lamborn mak-

ng love 1o Roscod's wife. Doctor Gurney
tinda Bibbs wall enough to go back to the
mnchinag shop, Mary und Bibbs meet by
socident and form a pleasant rfriendahip
Roscos Bheridan nnd hia wile quarre)
Tokpmrately nbout Bobby Lamborn. Hibus
decides to go o work

mhﬂr"’ﬂ TR H T RIS EL R

One of the greatest boons of
friendship is that It means un-
derstanding. Each of us has In |
his soul fancies, dreams, rev.
eries, which only one other per-
son, perhaps, can appreciate.

Very often we must go beyond “No, no!"

the lincs of family ties to find | “Yes, you do think that!™ She rose’|

the beautiful sympathy of pto her feet ngafo and eanme nod stood

friendahip. before hlm. “Don't deny It, Bibbs
Well, If you meant what yon sakd—
and yon did mean i, [ know {i!—

CHAPTER XVill—Continued.

"*How often 18 that?"

*“The thing shonld make about sixty-
eight disks a minute—a lttle more
thian one a second.”™

“And you're close to 1t

“Ob, the workman has to sit In Its
lap,” he eald, torning to ber more
guyly. *The others don't mind. You
aee, It's something wrong with me. 1
bave an ldiotle way of Qlnching from
the econfounded thing—I dineh and
duck a little every time the crash
comes, and [ couldn't get over It. |
wns a trent to the other workmen In
that yoom; they'll be gind to see me
back, They used to lavgh at me all
day long."

Mury's guze wis averted from Bibbe
aow: she sat with her elbow resting on
the arm of the chalr, her |ifted hand
presged agninst her cheek, She was
staring at the wall, nnd her eyes had
a hurning brightoess In them,

“It doesn't #eem possible anyone
conld do that to you,” she sald, in a
low volee. “No, He's not kind, He
ought to be proud to help you to !ae
teleure to write books; It should be uls
greatest privilege to have them pub-
ligbed for you—"

“Can't you see hHim?™ Ribbs i{oter-
rapted, a falnt ripple of hilarity In his
volee. “No, It's just as well he never
got the— But what's the use? I've
never written anything worth priot-
ing, and 1 never shall.”

“You conld!" she sald.

“That's becaunse you've never scen
the poor little things I've tried to'do.”

“You wouldn't let me, but I know
yon could! Ab, it's a pity!”

“It 1sn't," said Bibbs, hovestly, *1
aever could—but you're the kindest
tady In this world, Miss Vertrees."

fhe gave him a Oashing glance, and
it was an kind as he sald she was
‘“That soundas wrong,” she sald, im
pulsively. “I mean ‘Miss Vertrees.'
1*ve thought of you by your first name
aver since | met you. Wouldn't you
ratber call me ‘Mary'?"

Bibbs was daznied; be drew a long,
defp breath and did not speak:

“Wouldo't you?* she asked, without
\ trace of coquetry.

“If 1 can!" he sald, In a low volce.

“Ah, that's very pretty!"” she
inoghed. “You're such an honest per-
#on, it's pleasant to bave you gallant
sometimes, by way of varlety” 8he
hecame grave agaln Immediately. *I
hear wyself lavghing as If it were
someone else, It sounds lke lnughter
on the eve of A great cnlamity,” She
got up restlessly, crossed the room and
leaned agalost the wall, facing him.
“You've got to go back to that place?”

He nodded.

“And the other time you did 1t—"

*Just over IL" sald Bibba. “Two
vears, But [ don't mind the prospect
of a repetition so much as—"

“So much us what?" she prompted,
ns he stopped.

Bibbs looked up st her shyly, *1
want to sny I1t, but—but I come to n
desad balk when 1 try, =" M

“(io on. May, It, whatever it ia"
she bade him. “You wouldn't know
aow to sny anything | shouldn't lke™

“1 doubt If you'd elther llke or dis
ke what 1 want to say." he réturned
moving uncomioriably in his chair and
looking at bls feet—he seemed to feel
awhkward, thorougbly. *“You see, all
my life—untdl | met you—Iif I ever
feit like saying anything, | wrote It in
semd.  Saylug things is a new (rick
for e, and this—well, I8 just this:

vwsd o feel as If | hado't ever had
pv wwt of o life at all 1I'd never

(Copyrighs Wib, by Harper & Brothsra)

been of nse to anything or anybody,
and 1'd never bhad anything, mywself, |
except a kind of haphazard thinking.
But now It's different—I'm st of no
tse to anybody, mnd 1 don't see any
prospect of belng useful, but T have
Lhod something for wmeself. ['ve had
a beauntiful uod appy experence, aml
It makes my Ufe sevm to be—1 menn
I'm glud I've lived [t! That's all: It's
your letting me be near you sometimes,
ns you hnve, this strange, beautiful,
happy lttle while!™

He dld not ouce look np, and reached
sllence, at the ond of what he bad to
sny, with eves silil nwkwardly regard
Ing his feet. She did not spoak, but
| 0 soft rustiing of her gnrments let bim
know thnt she had gone buck to bes
chale ognin, The house wns still;
shabby old room was so quiet that the
woutid of a creaking In wall
seemed sharp and loud,

And yet, when Mary spoke at last
her volce wns barely audible. “1f you
think it hus been—<bappy—to be
friends with me—you'd want to—to
mnake It lnst.”

“Yeu,” he gulped.

"I'ut you moke that kind of speech
to mo because you think It's over.”

He tried to evade her, “Oh, a day
laborer can't cote In his overslls—""

“No" she ‘Interrupted. wiibh a sud
den sharpness. “You sald what yon

the

did because you think the shiop's golng
to kill you.™

you're not golog to go back to the san-
itarium. The shop shan't hart
It ghan't!"

And now Bibba looked up, She stood
before him, stralght and tall, spiendid
In generous strength, her eyes shining
and wet.

“If I mean thnt moch to you," she
cried, "they can't harm you! Go back
to the slop—but come to me when
your day's work Is done. Let the ma-
chives crash thelr sixty-eighit times o
mioute, but remember ench crash that
denfens yon is that much pearer the
evening and me!™

He stumbled to his feet, “You say—"
he gusped.

“Every evening, dear Bibbs!

He could only stare, bewildored,

“Every evening. I want you. They
sha'n't hort you ngalnl' And she held
out her hand to him;: it wns strong
nnd warm in his tremulous clasp. *1
i conld, 1'd go and feed the strips of
zine to the machine with you," she
snld. “But all day long I'll gend my
thoughts to you. You must kKeep re-
mewbering that your friend stands be-
slde you. And when the work Is done—
won't the night make up for the day "

Light seemed to glow from her; he
was blinded by that radiance of kind-
ness, But all he could say was, husk-
{ly, “To think you're there—with me—
standing beside the old zinc-enter—"

And they Inughed and looked at each
other, and at last Bibbs found what It
meant not to be mlone In the world.
He bad a friend.

you,

CHAPTER XIX,
When he came luto the new house,
& few minotes later, be found his fa.
ther sitting alone by the lbrary fire.
Bibbs went in and stood before blm
“I'm cured, father,” be sald, *“When
do 1 go back to the shiop? I'm ready.”
The desolate and grim old man did

“I'm Cured, Father,” He Said.

not relax. 1 wan sittin' up to glve
you & last chinuce to say something
ke that. 1 reckon It's about thoe!
I just wanted to see If yon'd hove
munhood enough not to make me take

l'with ench other

you over thore hy the collar, Yaut

night 1 made up my mind I'd give you
Just one more day, Well, you gol to
It before 1 did—pretty close to the
eleventh bour! All right. Start In 1o
morrow.  It'y the first o' the month
I'hink you can get up in time?"”

“Bix o'clock.” Bibbs reaponded brlsk
ly. “And 1 want to tell you—1"m go
g In n ‘cheorful spirit As you sald
U ogo and P ke et

“That's your lookout!™ his father
erunted, *“They'll put yon back on the
| clippln’ machine. You get ulone dollars
a4 week"”

“More. thnn I'm waorth, too,”™ sald
Bibhg, cheertly. “That reminds me, |
didn’t wean you by ‘Midas' In thal

ponsense 1'd been weiting, | meant—*

“Mukes a bell of 2 lot of difference
what you meun!"

I Just wanted you to Know.
night. father.”

“Gnlght!”

The sound of the young man's foot.
stepd ascending the stalrs became In
nudible, and the honse was qulet., But
presently, as Sheridon sat staring an-
grily at the Hre, the sbhutlling of a palr
of sllppers conll be hennd descending,
and Mra, Sherldan made her appese
anee, her olillque exprossion and the

Gond

state of her toilette being those of 8
person who, after trying vnsuceess
fully to sleep on one side, bas got up

o loak for birginrs,

“Papn!”  she  exclnimed, drowsily
“Why'n't you go to bed? It must be
goln® on "leven o clock!™

She yawned, and seated hersel? near
him, stretelilug out ber hands to the
fire. “What's the matter?" she nsked
slecp and anxiety siriving sluggishly
her volee, *1 knew
were worrled all dioner time
You got sowmething new on your mingd
besides Jim's beln' taken away Hite he
was. What's worryln' you now, papa ¥

“Nothin'."

dlie jeered feebly. “N' tell me that!
You sat up to see Bibbs, didn't youtr”

“He starts In at the shop again to
morrow mortlog,” sald Sherldan,

“Junat the same ns be did befope?™

“Just pre-clyely ™

“How—Ilong you goin® to keep him
ut it, papa " she nsked, timidly,

“Untll be knows something!” The
unhappy man sitruck his palms to
gether, then got to his feet and began
to pace the room, as was his wonl
when he talked, “He'll go back to the
machine he couldn't learn to tend prop
erly In the six months be was there
and bhe'll wilek to It 1] be does learn
It! That boy's whole life, there's been
n settind up o' something wulleh that's
pguinst everything | want him to do
[ don't know what It Is, but iU's got
to be worked out of him, Now, Inbor
iuin't any wmore a simple question than
what it wus when we were young. My
Idea 18 that, outslde o' unlon troubles,
the man that can manage workin' men
Is the man that's been one himself,
Well, 1 set Bibbs to learn the men und
to learn the buslness, and he sel him-
self to balk on the first job! That's
what bhe did, and the balk's lasted close
on to ithree years. [f he balks agaln
I'm just done with him! Bometimes |
feel llke 1| was pretty near done with
everything, anyhow!"

“I knew there was something else,”
sald Mrs. Sheridan, blinking over a
yawn, "You better let It go till to
morrow and get to bed pow-—'less
you'll tell me?"

“Suppose something happened to
Roscoe,” he sald. *“Then what'd 1
have to look forward to? Then what
could 1 depend on to hold things to
gether? A lummix! A lummix that
hasn't learned bow to push a strlp o
zine along a groove!”

“Roncoe 1" she yawned. “You needn't
worry about Roscoe, papa.
stropngest child we had. | never did
know anybody keep better health than

yoiy

bie does. 1 don't belleve Lie's even had
a cold in five years. You better go up
to bed, papa.”

“Suppose something did happen to
him, though, You don't know what It
means, keepin' property together these
days—just keepin' It allve, let alone
mukin' It grow the way [ do. 1 tel!
you when n man dles, If that dead
man's chuldern alo’t on the job, night
and day, everything he bulit 'l get
carried off. My Lord! when 1 think
0" such things comin’ to me! It don't
seem Uke T deserved It—no man ever
tried harmder to ralse his boys right
than I bave. 1 planned and planned
and planned how to bring ‘em up to
b guards to drive the wolves off, and
Lhow to be ballders to bulld, and bulld
blgger. 1 tell you this business Iife is
no fool's job nowadays-——a man's got
to bave eyes In the back of his head,
You hear talk, sometimes, 'd moke you
think the millennium had come—but
rlght thy next breath you'll hear some
body hollerin' about ‘the great aorest'
You bet there's a ‘great unrest!” There
aln't any man alive smart enough to
see what It's goin' to do to us lo the
ond, nor what day It's got set to bust
loose, but 1t's frothin' and bubblin' in
the boller. This country’'s been Allin'
up with It from all vver the world for
a good many yeara, and the old enmp
weetin' days are dead and done with
Church sin't what it used to be. Noth.
in's what it used to be—everything's
turned up from the bottom, and the
growth ls so big the roots stick out In

He's the.

the alr, There’s an awinl roctlon goln®
on, and you got to keep hoppin® If
you're goin' to keop yvour balauce on

the top of It. And the sehemors! They

“fAfter any pleve o money they hear is
loase Fool schemes nnd  crooked
srhemes: the fool ones are the anl
and the worst! Yon got to fight to
Keep your money after you've made
It. And the woods are full o mighty
Industrions men that's only got one

motto: ‘Get the other fellow's money

“I'm Not Drinking Because I've Got a
Thirst."

before ho geta yours!" And when a
mans' bulit ns I hinve, when he's
built good and strong, and made
good things grow and prosper—those
nre the fellows that lay for n
chitnee to slide In and sneak the ben-
ofit of It and put thelr nnmes to It
And what's the use my havin® ever
been born, If soch a thing as that Is
goln' to happen? What's the use my
havin' worked my Hfe and soul Into
my busloess, iF IUs all goln® to be dis-
persod nod seattered soon as ' In
the ground ¥

He strode up and down the long
room, gestleulating—Nttle regurding
the troubled and drowsy flgure by the
fireslde, His throat rumbled thunders
ously; the words came with stormy
bitterness, “You think this Is a time
for young men to be lyln' on beds of
enge? [ tell you there never was such
a time before; there never was such
opporfunity. The sluggard 18 de-
gpolled while he sleeps—yes, by George!
It & man lays down they'll eat him be-
fore he wakes!—but the llve man ean
bulld stralght up til he touches the
sky! This s the business man's day:
It used to be the soldler's day and the
statesman’s day, but this 1s ours! And
It alu't & Sunday to go fishin'—It"s tur-
moll! turmoli!—and you got to go jut
and live it and breathe It aod make
It yovrself, or you'll only be a dead
man walkin' aroond dreamin® you're
slive. And that's what my son Blbbs
has been doin' all his life, and what
be'd rather do now than go out and do
his part by me. And If anything hap-
pens to Roscoe—"

~0Oh, do wtop worryin' over such non-
sense,” Mra, Bherldan interrupted. ferl-
tated Into sharp wakefulness for the
moment. *“There dln't anything goin’
to happen to Roscoe, and you're just
tormentin’ yourself about nothin’,
Aren't yoo ever goln' to bed 7

Sheridan balted. “All right, mame
ma,” he gald, with a vast aigh, “Let's
go np.” And he snapped off the elec.
trie light, leaving only the rosy glow
of the fire.

“Did you speak to Roscoe? she
yawned, rising lopsldedly in bher drow-
slness. “DId you meotlon about what
I tol! you the other evenlng ™

“No. 1 will tomorrow."

- - - - L] - L]

But Rowcoe dld not come downtown
the next day, nor the pext; por did

Sherldan see it to enter his son's
house. He walted, Then, on the
fourthh day of the month, Roscoe

walked Into his father's oMce at nine
in the morming, when Bheridan bap-
penel to be alone.

“They told me downatalrs you'd left
wond you wanted to see me"

“Sit down," sald Bherldan, rining.

Roscoe sat. His father walked close
to him, sniffed suspleiously, and then
willied away, amiling bitterly. “Bob!"”
he exclnimed. St ag 0™

“Yea,™ mald Roacoe “I'vo
couple of drinks this moruing,
about 1t

“I reckon I bettsr adopt some dedabt
voung man,” his fathe returned, I'd
bring Bibbs wp bere wod pul him o
your place If be was e, [ wortld*

“Detter do IL" Hoscoe assanted, sul
lenly.

“When'd you begin this thing

“1 always Ald drink a Mtue Ever
sluce 1 grew up, thas is.”

hnd a
What

run ke bugs on the bottam of a boand |

|
|

| the phonograph, nfter dinner, |

it talk ouxi
what [ mean®™

"Well, T don't know as T aver had
toy miuech g offlce bhonrs—until the
other any.”

Sherldan began entting,
I've had Hay Wille m from your of
fiee. He diiln't want to mive you swny,
bt 1 put the hooks tote him, and he
came throngh,. You weore drunk twice
and conldu't work.  You been
letvin® your oflice for drinka every few
hours for the last threee weokn, 1 bwen
aver your books, Your office Is wuy
behiingd, You bavon't doue any work.
to count, In a month."

o head was
hin shounlilers o |
muc¢h talk about |t
plendingly

“Nol” Bheridun erled.  “Nelther énn
Wil t you think 1t to

He dropped lnto the chalr at
his big desk, groning. ‘! enn't atand
to talk abont It auy mor'n
to Isten, but I'm goin
what's the matter with yon,
goln' to stralghten you out!"™

Rowene shook his hend helplessly,

lauive

“It's n lle

IspFavree

we'n sunk between
enn't stand  very

father” be sald.

me?

o mennn

Fou enn
find out
nd 1I'm

can't stralghten me out.”™

"Bee hiere!” snld Sherldan, “Can you
o huck 1y your ofMes and stiy sober
todny, while 1 get my work dove, o
will | have to hire n couple o huskies
to follow you around and knock the
whisky out o' your hand If they sce
you tryin' to tnke 17"

“You peedn’t worry about that,™
Wl looking op with a faint
“'m not drinking be
cause 've got n thirst.™

“Well, whint have yon got

UNothing
thing about,

“We'll see

Hoseon,

resentment

Nothing you ean do any-
Nothing, 1 tell you™

avout that!" sald Sherl-
dan, barshly, “Now | ean't fool with
you today, and sou get op ont o' that
chalr and get out o wmy office. You
bring your wife to dioner tomworrow.
You diin't come Just Sundiy--but yon
come tomorrow, 11 talk this out with
you when the women-folks are warkin®
Wn yon
keop sober tHl them? You better be
sure, bocause I'm goln® to send Aber
ctomble down to Your ofllce every llitle

while, and he'll Jet me know."
Roscoe paused at the door. “You
told Alwreromble about 1Y he asked

“Told Mm!" And Sheridan lTowghed
hldeously, *Do you suppose there's an
clevitor boy In the whole dam’ bulld.
lug that ain't on to you?"

Itoscoe settied his bat down over Lils
eyes nnd went out.

CHAPTER XX,

Whoe looks n mustang In the eye?
Changety, chang, chang! Bash!
Bang!

Ho sang Bibbs, hls musical gayeties
Inaudible to hix fellow woarkwmen be-
canse of the nolse of the machinery.
e Mad discovered long ago that the
uproar was rhythmical, and 1t had
bwen Intolerable; bot now, on the aft-
ernnon of the fourth day of his return,
e wias accompanylng the swing und
clash of the metals with jubliant va-
quero feogments, mingling Improvisa-
tions of bis own among them, and
mocking the zine eater's crash with
voeal lmitations:

Crash!

Fearleas and Lold,

Chang! Bash! Hshold!

With a loap from the ground

To the saddls In a bound,
And mway—and away!
Hi-yayl

The long room was ceaselesaly thune
dering with metallle sound; the alr
wus thick with the smell of oll; the
floor trembled perpetually; everything
was Implacably in motlon—nowhers
was there a rest for the dizzled sye.
The Nrst thone he had entered the place
Bibb# had become dlazy Instantly, and
six months of It had only added In-
creasing nausea to falotness. But he
felt nelther mow, “All day long I'll
send my«thoughts to you. You must
keep remembering that your friend
stands beslde you." He saw her therg
beside himw, and the greasy, roaring
place became suffosed with radiance,
The poet was happy In his machine
shop; he was still a poet there. And
he fed bis old zine eater, and sang:

Away-—and away!

Hi-yay!
Crashi, ernsh, bash, chang!
Wild are his eyes,
Flercely ho dios!
Hi-yay!
Craah, bash, bang! Bash, chang!
Ready to fMing

Our gloves in the ring—

“1 like the machine,” sald Bibba.
“I've made a friend of It. I serennde
it and talk to 1, and then It talks back
to me.™

“Indeed, Indead ? What does It say 7"

“What I waot to hear.”

e was nnnware of A gensation that
passed along the lines of workmen,
Their great master had come among
them, and they grinned to see him
standlng with Doctor Gurney behind
the uoeonsclous Biblw, Sheridan nod-
ded to those nearest him—be had por
sonnl acquaintance with vearly nll of
them—but he kept his attentlon upon
his son. Bibbs worked steadlly, never
turning from his machine. Now and

| then be wvarled his wmoslenl program
with remarks addressed to the zine
| enter,

“Go on, you old crnsh-basher!
t up! It's good for you,
try to bolt your wittles. Flotcherize,
you plg! That's right—you'll never
got o lump in your gizzand, Want some
more? Here's o nlee, shiny one™
The words were indiatingnishable, but

Chew
if you don't

| Bheridpn Inclined his bend to Guruey's

ear and sbhouted

fercely: “Talkin' to
himselfl By George!"

Ghurney  Inughed reassuringly,
shook bls hesd,

Hibba returued to song.

and

Chang! Chang. bash, chang! It's 11
Who looks & mustang (n the eye?
Fearices and bo—

His father grasped him by the arm,
“Herel” be sbouted. “Let me sbhow

XOU KUOW | yUu How (0 TUD & M meongh there

The foreman says you're some better'n
you used to be, but thet's no way to

harmdia—~  CGet out the wey and let me
shnvw you onee,”
"Retter be carefnl” Alhbs wiarned

lm wtepping to ons alde,

“Oarefol? Rob'r  Shoridan selzed
n mtrip of alue from the box, “What
yon talkin' to yourself nbout? Tryin'
o ke yourself think you're
abnsed you're goin' wrong in
heaad 1
! oA bused ¥
whas singing
you I'd come baek and
| Bherldan mway not have understond,
| At all events, e made no renly, hat
begun to ran the strip of zine throtgh
| the machine. e did It awkwardly—
pud with bad results,
| “Here!” he ghontel
WhY Wiateh liow 1 do It There's
| nothin® to M, It you put Four miad on
1L By bls own showlog then hils mind
was not upon It. He continued to talk
for Is to keap

#0

the

No!™ shonted Ribbe. *1
Hike it 1 told
Iike jt* ™

-hecanse |

“This In the

| “All you got to look out
It pressed over to
Wi

“Don't ran yi hand

up with ™

Bibibs voeolferats leaning toward him.
“"Run nothiuv'! You got to—"
“Look out!™ ahouted Dible und Qur-

ney together, amnd they both sprang for
wiard,  Bat 8herldan's vight hand had
followed the sirip too far, and the zioe
ecater bad bitten off the tips of the (irse
and sedond flngers. He swore vehes
mently, and wrong bie band, sending s
| shower of red drops over himself aud
Hibbs, but Guruey grasped hils wrlst,
nnd aald, sharply:

“Come out of here.
the lavatory In the office. Kibbs, fetch
|my bag. IU's In my machine, ouiside."

And when Nibbs brought the big to
the washroom he found the doctor still
prasping S[herldan's wrist, holding the
in‘ured hand over n basin,  Bheridan
bad lost eolor, amd temper, too. Hie
glared over his shoulder at hig aon us
| the latter handed the bag to Goruey.

“You go on back to your work.,” he
andd, “I've hnd worse snips than that
from & pencl]l sharpener.”

“Oh, no, you haven't!™ sald Gurney.

“I have too!™ SEherlilan retortsd, an-
grily, “Hibls, you go on back to your
work. There's no rensoin to  stand
nronnd bere watchin® ole Doe Gurney
tryin' to keep himself nwhke workin®
an a seratch that only needs o little
conrtplaster. 1 slipped] or It woulin't
liappened. You get back on your job.'"™

“AN pight,” sald DBibbs,

“Here!™ Sheridan bellowsd,
son wus passing out of the door,
wateh out when you're runuin' that
machine! You benr what | say? 1
slipped, or T wouldn't got soratched,
but you—you're liable to get your
whole hand cut off! You keep your
eyer open!™

“Yes, sir” And Bibba returnsd to
the zine eater thoughtfully.

Half an hour later Gurney touched
him on the shounlder and beckoned bim
ontside, where conversation was pos-
gible. “1 went him home, Bibbs, He'll
have to be careful of that hand, Go
get your overnlls off. 'l take you
for a drive and leave you st home.

“Can't,” sald Ribbe. *“Got to stick
to my Job till the whistle hlows."

“No, yon don't,” the doctor returned,
smotheriug o yawn., “He wants me to

Cong over to

ns his
“You

tnke you down to my office and give
you an overhuuling to see how much
harm thege four days on the machine

“You Go Back to Your Work."

have done you. 1 goess you folks have
got thut old man pretty thoroughly
upset, beiwesn you, up at your house!
But [ don't Intend to go over you, |
can see with my eyes half shot—"

“Yeu" Bibbs loterrupted, *“that's
what they are”™

“l say 1 cun wee yoo're starting our,
nt lenst, In pood shape. What's made
the diference?”

I like the machine,” sald Blobs.

“Well, welll The doctor stretched
himazclf and stamped bis foot repeat-
edly. "Better come along and take a
drive with me. You can take the tiwme
off that bhe allowed for the examina-
tion, and—"

Will Old Man Sheridan come [
to himae!f and appreciate Bibbe® B
real value now—will he take his

son out of the machine ahop |
and give kim a chance te live
his own (17




